Shakespeare's Sonnets

" Who will believe my verse in time to come ? "
he asks again. " Do thy most, old Time/3 he
says. " My love shall in my verse ever live
long." "To times in hope my verse shall
stand. Praising thy worth " :

Tour monument shall be my gentle verse.
Which eyes not yet created, shall o'er read ;
And tongues to be your being shall rehearse,
When all the breathers of this world are dead ;
You still shall live, such virtue hath my pen,
Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths
of men.

And where he is not promising, but hoping,
we see the confidence behind the hope, as in
that sonnet with the marvellous beginning:

Since brass nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality 6*ersways their power,
H*ow with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?

He had written in some of these sonnets the
greatest lyric verse in the world, and he knew
it; verse which in its effortless fertility of
image, its " inevitable " directness of phrase,
its perfection of rhythm, must be the idol and
the despair of every writer who reads it and
sees Shakespeare doing a thousand times " on
his head " what he himself would be proud
to do once. There are contorted sonnets;
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